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of sour glue, and Monsieur Bergeret would depart
filled with sadness and discouragement.

Home again, he would tell his sister and
daughter, at the dinner-table, of the unfavourable
results of his inquiries; Mademoiselle Zoe would
listen calmly to his story. She had made up her
mind to seek and to find a house herself. She
regarded her brother as a superior person, but as
one quite incapable of reasonable ideas concerning
the practical affairs of life.

c< I went over a flat to-day on the Quai Conti,
I don't know what you two would think of it. It
looks out on a courtyard with a well, some ivy, and
a statue of Flora, moss-grown, mutilated, and head-
less, perpetually weaving a garland of flowers* I
also saw a small flat in the Rue de la Chaise*
That looks out on a garden with a great lime-tree,
one branch of which, when the leaves have grown,
would enter my study. There is a big room that
Pauline could have ; she would make it charming
with a few yards of coloured cretonne/'

"What about my room?" demanded Made-
moiselle Zoe. c< You never think of my room.
Besides------"

She did not finish her sentence, as she took
no particular notice of her brother's reports.

a We may be obliged to move into a new
house," said Monsieur Bergeret, for he was a

c